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QUINCY CARDS.

The following is a st of First-class Quin
ey Business Houses and representative mean
e would enll the attention of those of ou

WEEKLY GRAPHIC.

KIRKSVILLE, MO,

patrons who deal in Quincy, especially coun . %
try merchants, to tgh. l‘gl. pecial car T. E. Sublette, . Proprietor,
wis teken to have fGrst-class, responsibl — i
men on the list,

COMPENSATIONS.

L. C. WILLIAMSON,

BRASS FOUNDRY,
WoperL MageEr axp MACHINE
REPAIRER.

Third and Main Street Quiney, Ilinois

All work guarnnteed satisfactory or no pajy.
Cash paid for old copper, brass, zine and lead.

SMITH, HILL & CO.,
Muanufacturers of
IRON HOUSE FRONTS,
ALL EINDS OF GRAY TRON CASTINGS,
Quincy, Tllinois, Corner Fifth and Okio, St.,

KIRKSVILLE CARDS.

F. F. GUEENWOOD, W, D, OLDHAM.

GREENWOOD & OLDHAM.
ATTORNEYS AT LAW
Kiggsvizze, - - - Missouy,

Office southeast corner public square—
Plerece’s building, over Gibbons' groeery.

J. W. JOHNSTON,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Kirke-

Office over Minnear's
ville, Missouri.

Dr. PEARCE
% DENTIST,

SoUTit SIDE SQUARE.

Bakery,

Employe sll the means nsed by any Dentist
to secure painless Dental operstions.

STEPHEN HALL,
COUNTY SURVEYOR,

Lenve orders for surveying with county
Clerk.

" LIVERY, FEED

—AND—

SALE STABLE.

T. E. GRAVES;
PROPRIETOR,

FIRST CLASS TEAMS AND
VEHICLES.

Prompt Conveyance to all Parts
of the County.
Barx-Sovrn oF PubLic SQUARE,
KizgsviLLe, Mo.

They also have the City Hearse.
Charges Resonable.

T. C. HARRIS,
JUSTICE OF THE PEACE,
CONVEYANCER,

REAL ESTATE & TAX PAYING AGENT.
EmzrsvitLe Mo.,

Buoys and sells lands, town property ete., on

commission. Bome very desirable farms and

city property, unimproved and improved for
sule at great bargnins. Taxes paid, rents col-

. Jected abstracts furnished, and accounts col-

leoted promptly. Correspondence solicited.
All bosiness looked after with care and
prompiness. (ffice—Sonth enst corner square
over Brewington & Fowler's Store, room No.
e

-

Y . RMITH, H. E. PATTERSON.
A. M. SMITH & CO.,

REAL ESTATE, TAX-PAYING
AND INSURANCE AGENTS
NOTARY, PUBLIC,

ETC,

Boy and sell on commission, make collec-
tions exnmine titles, furnish abstracts, write
deeds of couveyance. Have for sale large
tracts of the most desirable graring land st
low figures either in Adair or adjoining coun-
ties, well wntered and ean give time payment
to snit purchaser with low rate of interest.
Land especially adapted to sheep raising, be-
ing elevatsd and rolling. Have also large
list of improved farms in tracts from 40 acres
or any desired amount near market and con-
tigious to outlaying range. Also town pro-
perty and building sites. No registry fee—
correspondence with non residents owning
lands or town property in this or adjoining
counties is respectfully solicited. No charge
without sale is affected.

.wumrd for the History of
“ QCuristianity, by Abbott. A

“grnm'i chance, A [#4 book at
the

-u'{m.luz rice of ®L75 Liberal ter as.
The re igiousppn;u-m mention it as one of the
fewgrent religions works of the world. Great-
er suceess never known by agents. Terms
tree. Address Srovson & Co., Portland Maine.

in prezenis given away.

“u nuu&m us 5 cts postage, and

| by mail you will get freea
package

of goods of large value, that will start
you in work that will at once bring you in
money fuster than anything else in America.
All about the £200,000 in presents with each
box. Agents wanted everywhere, of either
sex, of all nges, for all the time, or spare time
, to work for us at their own homes. For-
tunes for all workers abolutaly nssured. Don’t

de Iny H, Havverr & Co., Partland, Maize

for working people. Send 10¢ta.
postage, and we will mail you free
# royal, valuable sample box of
KB of making

that will put you in the way

£

Dars lota o' things in dls "ere wal dat's better
De wmsd%mdn crowd de may
fatien up de tonm; o
De rain dat spiles de cotton-fiel’ will b'p clean

out de dilch,
An’ de obertlow dat kills do crap will make de
bottoms rich:
De nubbius in de pile o' corn will "zactly suit
And ﬂaﬂ;‘:‘-mmu: de now ' be
i un's may
shorter dan it "pears; i
De oak tree flings a shadder in de holtest
An’ l;: ?ﬁzﬂaﬁ?"%m do possum-track m
n .
Etumble on de coon. o

De stalks 0" corn dat grow Loo thick is mighty
apt to fail;

splendors, and his glories at the begin-
ning were inclined to be tempestuous
London is a biggish place to dawn
upon, and the luminary whose rays
every cranny and corner of it
must rise hiilll and shine bright indeed
Now, Mr. Marsh made no pretense
though he knew himself a sun of the
rst wagnitude) to shine upon the val-
gar. The fog of their undenundil%
was obviously too dense for him.
did not even count upon illuming the
whole of the polite world, as yet. There
are men and women in the highest cir-
cles who never get o thrill of warmth
or aray of conscious light out of /Esch-
lus or Shakespeare.  Not that Mr.
Marsh thought much of Zschylus or
Shakespeare, but they had passed up,
till now as among the earth’s greatest,
and they were well enough in the way
of parallel or illustration. He was con-
tent for the present to be seen snd

Too many cmui-tnekl in de paf willfiing you | known of few. He would have been
o : EEF““

trail; o
A swann o fhies kin bus de ‘Weli e cunnia’
CAVEN,

. spider w

An’ de backer plant won't come 10 much dat
epronds too many leaves;

To crowd in ebery sort o' truck may spile de
Suonday pie,

An’ a sormon wid too many plints will hardly
cinwe de sky.

A little 0w wid lots o' pigs is in'a sorry fix,

An’ de old hea's got to scufie hird ast feeds
Too many ciioks;

Eo, de man Hats gittin’ 'arnin’ ought to stop
wid jea' enonzh

An’ niebber eram his head too full wid diffunt
kinds o' stutr,

L!lll'&" h;:ru kin make a' awful racket in de

night:

A minuer oftentimes kin sink de cork clean
out o’ s'ghis

A little grabbie in your shoe may start your
foot to risin’,

An° u tea dat's got a'sppedite kin stir up
thingssurprisin’;

A nnrr-t; cresk may swell [tse'f an' oberflow
ol ng

A beut pin In a rockin-cheer kin lif a
whoppin® mun;

A little thread |s stroog encugh to raise de
cabin latch,

An’ & ruvyed cont-tail's mighty good to hide a'

ugly patel.

A might rusiy-lookin® dog kin take de "pos-

Aum-track,

An’ de*ha'r on top & nigger’s becd may kiver
up a fac’

Dat "1l !w';v you dodge s mud-hole as you
push along de way,

Or lead you froo s thicket whar de safes’
wulkin® lay.

We put some mighty sorry things to hifalutin
use;

Dars beaps o' [ryin’ chickens grabbed from
orf & rotten roos ;

You know much 'bout de pea tefo” you bus®
de huall,

An' some Lnndy things may foat aroun’

v owedls

mizhty solid thought may sometimes
run in ot de muin

lndge tor jes' a’ cbenin in a common
Jackass" bruin,

—J. A Mazon, in Century.

EY THE GATE OF THE SEA

By David Ghristie Murray,

An’

AUTEOR Or “A Mopen Faraes, "A LiFg's
ATONEMENT,” ETQ.

CHAPTER L—CONTINUED.

Contrary to Tregarthen's expectation,
no immedinte action followed &pon his
refusal of the Major's ultimatum. A
day or two went by, and he was simply
disregarded. No brother officer came
near him; he heard nothing about the
continuance of his arrest or its discon-
tinuance, and, after waiting in his own
quarters until the sense of tedium be-
ceme too marked to b easily endured,
be wrote a careful little missive to the
Colonel, requesting to know what form
the charge against him would take,
and when it would be preferred. Inre-
sponse to these inquiries came a letter
from the Adjutant informing lim that
the character of the charge was under
consideration, that he would receive
ample warning of the date on which it
would be preferred, and that he was in
the mean time to regard himself as be-
ing released from active participation
in regimental duties. Following on
this came another letier (signed by
every officer of the regiment. with the
exception of the Coi,une!. the numes
following each other in order of senior-
ity). urging upon him the extreme de-
sirableness of a withdrawal fom the
regiment, and suggesting, in terms of
studied politene:s, that even the serv-
iee at large might manage to get ulopgz
without him.

This second epistle Tregarthen left
onanswered, but he appealed to the
Adjutant to know whether he might re-
gard himself as being provision::'lly at
liberiy; and being answered in the af-
firmative, he set out for London. He
found his story there before him,

bled, as such stories are. He had
s:nkenly insulted his Colonel, had
thrown a wine-glass at him—in milder
versions, had only thrown the contents
of the glass—in versions even stronger,
bad nsed a decanter as a missile.

He suffered much heart-burning be-
fore the court-martial summoned to de-
cide his case was appointed; and if he
had expectations of support from sany
court of honor, the& weare dashed to
pieces. The assemblage of officers and
gentlemen who investigated the history
of the quarrel were unanimously
against him. They were also unani-
mous in their recommendation that he
should quit the service. This, with the
obstinacy natural to him, he utterly de-
clined to do; and the upshot of the
whole matter was that, when all due
formalities had been accomplished, the
contumacious youth was deprived of
his commission, and was returned to
the world with a character more dam-
aged than it deserved tobe. Discipline
must be maintained, and there is no
doubt that if Cornets were accustomed

ublicly to rebuke their Colonels for

reaches of good-breeding the British
military service would enter on a phase
of some novelty.

Tregarthen went home disgusted and
embittered. The only career he cared
for was closed to him for good snd all;
and even in later years, when experi-
ence bronght him more wisdom than
two-and-twenty can commonly boast
of, he believed himself to have been un-
justly nsed. £

It seemed n to relate this
episode of his career for two reasons—
it strikes a key-note of his character,and
it furnishes an explanation for his after-
mode of life.

CHAPTER 1L,

It was about the time of the events
fast recorded that Mr. Ronald Marsh
dawned upon London. There are va-
rious ways of dawning. The gray way

most

is perhs prospar-
ous, bntpslir. Marsh dawned in vivid

£, he had the mod-
esty to say so—to shine unheeded, and
to rejoice in his own strength and ra-
diance.

He dawned, then, in fitful splendors,
and his signs and portents were first
noted in the house of Lady Marguerite
Capucine, where he appeared un-
starched linen and apparel of strange
device, and with a head of hair like a
disorderly halo. He had no actual
companions, bus two or three satelites
accompanied him, rising at his risings
and seiting at his seitings. Their
merely physical aspect was like his
own: they wore their hair at as great a
length and in as picturesque disorder;
their sombreros and their clonks were
as brigandish as their leader’s. They
thought great things of themselves and
of each other; but they swore by the
leader, and proclaimed bim the Emanci-
pator of Human Thought They used
to say, with every evidence of sincerity,
that when the Leader giave Lis poems
to the world the pillars of a worn-out
system would be shaken.

The Leader could occasionally be pre-
vailed upon to repeator read a mere
fragmentary extract from hiswork, and
the appetite of his followers grew with
what it fed on. In these excerpts the
world was called upon to break its fet-
ters—not particularized with clearness
—and there were mightily sonorous
passages about the *degraded gods"
and the need for their complete abo-
lition.

Nobody can live always at extremest
high-pressure, anl Mr. Ronald Marsh
went about sometimes quite like an
ordinary person. At these times he
consorted for the most part with people
who were literary, artistic and theat-
rical. Bohemia is a sparsely-peopled
country now. One or two men who
really knew its crowded haunts and its
few solitudes, its cheerful highways and
sad byways, wrote about it and made
it familiar to the world. Then came
the inevitable cloud of imitators and
Ere:ender&, and made poor old Bo-

emin an impossible place to live in
any longer. Its name is so cheapened
that the very mention of it has a ring
of sham sentiment and sham mirth;
even its tried gold hasbeen so lacquered
that it looks like pinchbeck. But there
was a Bohemia worth knowing even so
late as Ronald Marsh's day, and the
great young man sometimes strayed
into it, and tried to feel as if he were
native there.

There was, and is, a dingy back room
in one of the oldest houses in the Strand,
a mere box of an apartment, in
which, by crowding themselves un-
comfortably, ten men of average breadth
of beam can sit around the cﬁlmzv_r cen-
ter-table. Half one side of the room is
occupied by a window, but the smoke-
incrusted wall of a peighboring build-
ing rises within two }'urﬁs of it, and a
gruesome twilight reigns within the
apartment even at noontide. There,
once a week, in the days of which 1
write, spectral-looking figures sat and
held high converse on books and pict-
ures and the drama, and on the men
and women who wrote, or painted, or
played.  The air was heavy with tobae-
co-smoke and the scent of strong pota-
bles, and a new-comer, entering from
the fresher air of the Strand, had some
ado to make out the inmates of the
room. The spectral nine welcomed the
poet with grave voices, and wedged
themselves closer to make room for
him. The Leader took his seat with an
air of modesty, and the spectral nine
began to chafl him.

“I am sorry to tell you, Mr. Marsh,"
said one, speaking from the clondiest
corner. * that the petition yet awaits a
signature.™

** What petition?" asked the poet, re-
moving his sombrero, and passing a
hand of unnswal whiteness through his
auburn locks.

* The petition," responded the other,
bending forward to be more impressive,
and waving the smoke aside with one
haod—** signed by the crowned heads
of Europe, the Pope of Rome and the
English Archbishops, and now awaiting
the signature of the Meuopolitan of the
Greek Charch at Moscow.™

“I do not read the newspapers,” said
the poet, daintily lighting a eigar.
* What is the object of the petition?"’

“Gentlemen!"" cried the man in the
corner, ** I appeal to you: **ls it not
unfair for Mr. Marsh to feign ignorance
on such a topic?™

* Unfair in the extreme,” said eight
solemn voices. *Disingenuous,”” one
added, when the grave murmurs had
died away. They all echoed —* Dis-
inge’lli'ttliouid‘l‘s % 3

* The distingunished person -
ready enumemtg:d." sﬂr the af:l:: in
the corner, ** address their petition to
you, sir, and entreal you not to smash
things. They dread the advent of your
coming volume. They beseech you to
spare the Christian faith, and to al-
low monarchical institutions a final
chance.”

The poet smiled, and caressed his
shaven check with the tips of his
fingers. Many a true word is spoken
in %L and the man in the corner was
nearer the mark than he fancied.

“1f the prayers of the great can not
move yuu.P' pursued the man in the
corner, **you are a man, for you are a
poet—the greater includes the less—
and you msy be moved by the peti-
tions of the lowly. I have s maiden
sunt, a harmless creature, who resides
hard by, and clear starches for a
Bishop. If you destroy the Church
gou take away her means of livelihood.

mite the lofty, if you will, but spare
the humble. Spare my maiden aunt™

All the solemn voices murmured, led

in.any way, not lo be L 2ES.
B ha

e e, S e

. mohl shall be set apart
out of sher's profits," na!:plh.

poet, *‘and your ma aunt shall be
provided for.” Eyhks
humat ot 45 -8’ 6o gl "orion
uman He ean
oceasion, like the Athenian weaver."'
“Let us take him into our eollective
bosom,” said the man in the corner.
“Let us stand him drinks = Lorrimer,
when the glad child of the sun broke in
upon us you were i of the
ear of the house. Continue. Poet, be
silent. A harp less varied than thine
own awakes in praise of beauty.”
“Gentlemen," gaid Mr. Lorrimer, who
beamed rubicund sod jovial throuzh the
smoke, “she is aistunner! I do not
speak unadvisedly ot as one who has no
knowledge. It wasl who found her.
She has the >eof Venns and the
voice and fig & A

ments, genile
pifted young friend could deseribe ber
for me.**

*“We shall judge for ourselves whan
she makes her d .uf," said the man in

the corpner. *‘But, in the meantime,
who is she? Where does she come
from?"'

“You shall know all I know,' said
Mr. Lorrimer, with a superfiuons ap-

arance of candor. *“Burnley has

ughg a bit of lishing at & plaece called
Lickey, down in Berkshire. Little bit
of a place, with little bit of a theater,
and the worst company I ever saw.
Burnley asked me down, and, of course,
with nothing doing at the end of May,
down 1 went. Went to the theater first
night. Play was, *As You Like It* As
I liked it, it was the most fearful rub-
bish ever stazed. Even Shakespesre
couldn't live through that interpreta-
tion. But, begad, gentlemen, in walks
Rosalind, and 1 thought I must be
dreaming. Such a tizure, such » voice,
such a stage presence, such a style!
Face not particularly pretty, but sweet
and expressive, and all that sort of
thing. Made me laungh. begad; made
me cry; did what she wanted with me.
I've been in the profession now for
fortr vears, and I am not eassily
maoved.”

“Wrong, Lorrimer! You are more
easily moved than ever,” said the man
in the corner. “Weall are. We enlti
vate the emotions until they master u
more readily than they used. G'n un-
sweetened is the next best thing in the
pursuit of an artistic calling. Take
them both together, and vou are blessed
indeed. You can weep at any moment.

Will you ring the bell, Lorrimer?
Thank you. Waiter-—gin, unswecet-
ened.”

“Well,” sald Mr. Lorrimer, “I'vo
seen 'em all for forty years, and
played to most of 'em; and, only give
the new one s Lit of practice, gentle-
men, and she'll beat the lot of 'em. In-
to sticks,” he concluded, beating the
table two or three times with the palm
of his hand—*‘into sticks!""’

“What is the wonder's name?" asked

et

“Her name is Churehill,” sa’d Mr
Lorrimer—*Miss Churchill. And when
the Siddonses and the Bracegirdles and
the Oldfields and the Kellys and the
Keelys are forgotten, she will be re-
membered. She's unequaled. There
never was anything like her.”

“The puff preliminary,”” said the man
in the corner, *Tequires an art which
only Lorrimer has mastered. Dramatie
critics, hold up your hands.  Five; and
sll big fish.”

“I don’t want to pufl this time,"
cried Lorrimer. *Wait till you see the
lady, gentlemen, and you'll say with
me that no adverse criticism can get
near her. I defy the erowd of you.
And now, though I grieve to leave voun,
dear bovs, all, I must be off to re-
Learsal.”

Two men rose to allow him to un-
wedge himself from between the table
and the wall. Ashe passed the poet he
touched him on the shoulder and gave
him an inviting backward nod Mr
Marsh arose and followed bim.

“Now you're & judge of aecting,”
said Mr. Lorrimer, when they were in
the Strand. “ You're a judee of female
beauty, too. First dress rehearsal this
afternoon. You shull just take a seat
in the circle, my boy, and then youshall
give me an opinion.™

The theatrical manager had not
nearly so high an opinion of Mr
Marsh's critical powers as the young
gentleman himself enjoyed, nor had he,
perhaps, even o high an opinion as he
expressed, but he reverenced *‘a nob,"
and Mr. Marsh was undoubtedly a nob
of the most influential order. The poet
was hand-in-glove with Lady Mar-

erite Capucine, his sister-in-law, who

adas g deal to do with artistic opin-
ion in the upper circles. Neither she
nor any other lady, however distin-
Fui.-‘.hed. conld make or bresk the
ortunes of any production of Mr. Lor-
rimer’s: but the manager had an exalt-
ed idea of her usefulness, and the poet
had the run of the house, and was
young enough to enjoy the satisfaction
of taking off the glamour of a theatrical
performance by getting behind the
scenes.

There were, perhaps, a dozen men
and women sprinkled about the dusky
house—two or three in the pit, and the
rest scattered over the dress circle—
when the ourtsin rose and discovered
Adam and Orlando. For those days,
the revival was to be unusually magnifi-
cent and complete. The acting was
competent, though a little old-fashioned
and somber until Rosalind came vpon
the stage. Miss Churchill bewitched
the poet as she had bewitched the
Cornet in the little country town, only.
when he was charmed the poet felt it
was his duty to be somewhat more
charmed than & ecommonplace person
could dream of being. He coined
strange epithets wherewith to describe
her to his friends, and at the fall of the
curtain on the third sct he made his
way round to the back of the stage
There he met Lorrimer, and fell on him
with praises. tooth and nail

*“My dear Lorrimer, & supernsl per-
formance! There's something in it—
@ je ne sais quoi--a tenderness in chid-
ing, a dignity in repose, a courtliness
in inage; one seeks in vain for
words of enough aptness and dali
and descriptive amplitude; but one
delighted—one is borne away. I must
really make s point of being allowed
to do the notice in the Scourge. They
praise so rarely there that one will have
s chance of making an impression. My

dear Lorrimer. you have discovered a

kll t:?u“prmt tgd. Y “tut =
askin, oum
ﬂt‘ltlﬁt Lorrimer—you must nal.f;?'-

Lorrimer, consen led the way.
Rosalind, in s for which reached
to her toes, was standing, with a some-
what embarrnssed air, Ioo%up at a
picture on the green-room

“Permit me, Miss Churchill,”" said
‘Lorrimer. *‘Mr. Ropald Marsh, the

most <harming of Londen's qoatu.“

There are few things less pleasant, as
every modest man knows, than to be
praised sffusively, and yet below one's
obvineg merits.

“Mr. Lorrimer flatters me,” said the
reo.t, bowing.

“Net at all,” ecried the manager,

“not at all.”
The tall and stately Rosalind vouch-
safed one glance to Mr. Ronald Marsh,

offered him something between a mod

dor) courtess, auders
However much at her ease
be on the stage, she had at present but
s poor mmitation of self-possession when
off it But the gentle flattery of ladies
was the poet’s social strong- or so
he fancied. Somebody called Lorrimer
aside, and Mr. Marsh saw not.hi:g
better than to repeat the speech he h
80 recently spoken. ’

“A supernal performance, Miss
Churchill. Really, believe me, quite a
supernal performance. Sosweet aten-
derness in chiding—such a dignity in
repose--such courtliness in badinage it
has never been my happy lot to meet
upon the English boards, I assure you,
Misa Churchill, that one seeks in vain
for words of cnough aptness and del-
icacy and descriptive amplitude. One
is delighted —one is borne away.™

Before Mr. Marsh had got more than
half way throngh his speech Lorrimer
had retorned, unheard, and stood with
abroad grin a% his elbow. The poet,
encountering the manager's smile, read
its meaning and blushed at detection.
Miss Churchill, who had kept her eyes
upon the picture while he spoke, looked
round at him like a disguised lady in
an old plav.

“I am oblizged to you, sir,” she said,
with something of the accent of the
stage. *“‘Excuse me, sir, my call.”

She walked to the green-room door,
at which the eall-boy had indeed at that
moment bawied her name. The call,
however, wes not for the stage. The
boy handed ber a letter, a formal-look-
iny docunment, in a larze blue cover,
with a splashed seal of red wax. The
actrass seeming, by a slight inclination
of her hean. to demand leave of the
manager and the poet, broke the seal,
and, opening the letter, began to read
Thé poet watched her the while, and
saw & blush rise beyond the line of
necessary rouge upon her cheek. Look-
ing up, she eaught him in the act of
staring at her, and with a courtesy she
swept from the room.

Mr. Marsh felt that he had fared but

rly, and stood sucking at the knob
of his walking-eane with a more vacu-
ous aspect than a great man often
wears. By and by, finding that Rosa-
lind did not reappear, he strolled back
to the dress-circle, where he lonnged
with upward glance, and rested his

agpru\'ed poetic manner. He was so
absorbed in thinking of what the other

notice that the curtain still lay between
him and the lonz sinece exploited and
exploded fairylund of the stage. By
and by the scattered denizens of the
dress-circle drew near each other and
laid their heads together. Then Lor-
rimer appeared before the curtain and
the floats, as if in act to address the
limited andience, but he retired with-
out saying a word

|TO BE CONTINUED.]

—_— e

THE COCA LEAF.

A Stimulant to the Nervous System and
an Alleviation of Sufferiog.

The coca leaf, when chewed, is a
powerful stimulant to the nervous sys-
tem, of the nature of opium, but less
violent and more lasting in its sction.
Bernays savs: * There is 8o much con-
current testimony as to place beyond
doubt the fact that the moderate use of
coca leaves as & masticatory enables
fatigue to be endured with less distress
and with less nourishment. Markham
says that he chewed coca very frequent-
Iy, and, beside the agreeable, soothing
feeling produced, he found that he
could endure long abstinence from food
with less inconvenience than he would
otherwise have felt; and it enabled him
to ascend precipitous mountsin sides
with a feeling of lightness and elastie-
ity and withiout losing breath. To the
Peruvian Indian coca is a solace which
sffords enjoyment and has a most bene-
ficial effect™ Quoting from the same
authority: *The incredible fatigue,
says Von Tschudi, endured by the
Peruvian infantry, with very spare diet,
but with the regular use of cocs, and
the laborious toils of the Indian miner,
kept up under similar circumstances
throughout a long series of years, cer-
tainly afford suflicient ground for at-
tributing to the coca leaves not a quali-
ty of mere temporary stimulus but o
powerful nutritive principle.”

But the excessive use of coes is well
known to be injurious, and the unsteady
gait, the yellow-colored skin, the dim,
sunken eyes, the quivering lips and gen-
eral gpathy are the indications of the
inveterate coca chewer. It is, how-
ever, considered the least injurious of
all parcotics, in use, and in the higher
regions of the Andes its effects are less
marked than in warmer and damper
districts. As a pallistive agent in the
hands of a skillful physician cocaine is
capable of greatly alleviating human
suffering, and its vse in this manner
will banceforth be widely extended.—
Fick's Magazine.

——— -

—In ahousehold in Buncombe Coun-
ty, N. C, = large dish of peanunts has
been placed on the dimner table for des—
sert every day in the year since the
lady of the bouse took s f to the
fruit thirty years back.—N. ¥. Herald.

—_— e ——— —

—The Boston Courier thinks there
should be eommon sense in the dramas.
That is just like Boston! The pext

auburn head upon his haod in the most |

people in the dres=s-circle were likely to |
think of him, that for awhile he did not |

Washington Telegraphed Letter.

. Wasuixaros, D. C., May 3d.

The President has vetoed the
bill hmnkaOmahaapMofenbt:]'{
and the “Grave Desecrating” bi
He will, if he continues, prove the
greatest vetoer we have ever had
in the Presidential chair.
WThe_eightl:&rbdomha_satgugk

e is in
& gtate of doubtfulness. The labor

agitation is creating fear and
trembling among the high and

tb[? zowénand the:l;e.is M i
what a day ma;
areho;:ingfmyt'ham
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E:llhnvaanuphﬂl .li otfhrt after

ngress with it
The retil;ﬂlsgthm(}h}m‘gm Minister
took his leave of the President in
a very neat h on Tuesday last
and the new Minister was present-
ed to the President on Thursday.
He was attired in full court cos-
tume, and was attended by three of
his suit and an interpreter.
The River and Harbor bill drags
its way in the House, but the Hen-
nepin Canal bill seems to have no
chance of adoption this session.
Cullom’s Inter-State Commerece
bill was the subject of discussion
in the Senate on Tuesday last.
Sentor Jones, of Florida, itis
said, will soon return from Detroit
and take his seat. It is believed
that he issatisfied with the result
of his wooing.
The town has been full of anti-
butterine men for some days, and
they have laid siege to the Com-
mittee on Agriculture, and it be-
gins to look as if they might sue-
ceed in securing the passage of a
bill restricting and taxing the
mannfacture of all butter imita-
tions.
The Republicans are satisfied
with their contest with the Presi-
dent, and having unmasked his
hypoeritieal pretensions to eivil
service, will proceed to confirm all
his reputable nominations.
R. S. Dement, of Illinois, is in
hard luck, and after all will not be
confirmed as Surveyor General of
Utah.
There was a spirited debate in
the Senate on Wednesday on the
question of the transportation of
the mails by the American built
ships.
The third annual meeting of the
American Historical Society was
held in this city last week, the first
session oceurring on the 27th ult
The President, Hon. George Ban-
croft, delivered an able address of
weleome. Interesting papers were
read, and instructive addresses
were delivered by prominent au-
thors and others.
The discussion of the Morrison
tariff bill in the House promises
to oceupy four or five weeks. Itis
likely that not less than fifty
statesmen will desire to air their
views on the subject.
The Senate was building bridges
more or less all the week. It is re-
markable what a demand there is
for authority to erect bridges over
the Western rivers. )
The question of the redemption of
the trade dollar will no doubt be
disposed of at this session. Mr.
Lanham, of Texas, introduced a
bill on Thursday which is likely to
meet with a fayorable reception.
It is to the effect that trade dollars
shall be received for all dues to
the United States for six months
after the adoption of the bill, and

that they shall not again be issued
but shall be recoin It also pro-

vides that Assistant Treasurers of
the United States for the same
length of time shall pay out stan-
dard silver dollars, dollar for dal-
lar, when presented.

An exchange puts it thus: The
mellow goose, the mallard duck,
the black bird and the crow will
soon be here from southern lands
to watch the cornfields grow; the
hangry hawk and ‘thunder-pump,’
will also come along, and join their
cheerful racket with the bullfrog’s
tuneful song. All nature soon will
don her garb of green and dappled

y, while snow and ice and coal
bills too will sadly fade away. The
farmer’'s boy sent out to plow will
find a stack of hav, lie down upon
its sunny side and sleep for half &
day. The dry goods clerk, with
doleful yawn—no eustomers in
sigh—on bales of two cent ealico
will rest from morn till night. A
gentle languor steals upon the
bravest and the best, and printers
are the only class that can’t find
time to rest

The proposition to execute erim-
inals by electricity is one which is
worthy of investigation by scientist
and the humanely inelined.

When a Chicago policeman
clubs a man to death he only gets
a three-line notice in the papers.
Such a contemptuous disregard of
striking ability is cruel and dis-

A. Hopeless Minority.

thchv.Hmy_l

all

Ward Beecher’s many
ments not the least is his abili

teller. To muech amus-

a8 a story :

ed listeners he told recently thisone
about a New York drummer. A
typical
was d
Western New

ight of the grip sack”
at a town In

known as “a load on.”

less, he drifted into the revival

G B dnak well i

P-
yielded to the drowa:{niod.
after nodding a little into a
profound slumber and slept
through the minister's rather long
and dry discourse. The audience
sang & hymn and the drummer
slept on. Then the evangelist be-
?m his address, and wound up his
ervid appeal with this request:
“Will all of you who want to go
to heaven please rise."|
Every one in the church except
the sleepy drummer arose. When
the evangelist asked them to be
seated one of the brothers in the
same pew as the sleepy drummer
accidentally brushed against him
as he sat down. The drummer
rubbed his eyes, and partially
awvake heard the last portion of
the evangelist’s reqnest, which
was:
“Now I want all of you who
want to go to hell to stand ap.”
The drummer struggled a little,
leaned forward undsteadily, and
rose from his seat in a dazed sort
of way. A sort of suppressed langh
he heard from some of the young-
er people, and an expression of
horror he noticed on the face of
some of the older ones.
Steadying himseif against the
rail he looked at the evangelist an
instant and then said:
“Well, parson, I don't know just
exactly what we're voting on, but
you and I seem to be in a hopeless
minority.”

MAY ANNOUNCEMENT!

IHustrated Graphic News.

This enterprising  pictorial
weekly will begin May with a
brighter and livelier issne than
ever. "Amongst thelattractive and
interesting features of this May
1st number, will be a new Spring
heading for its spring overcoat
{ colored cover ), with a handsome
frontispiece. The title page will
be devoted to the Eentry of the
Apache Indians into Fort Marion,
Florida, as prisoners of the United
States; a double page supplement
—OQOpening of the Circus Season,
and series of illustrations showing
the work of the Terrible Cyclone
in Minnesota, which laid waste
two entire towns. The Soldiers'
Monument, dedieated at Mont-
gomery, Ala., April 28th, will be
pictured together with a Gensral
View of Charleston, West Vir-
ginia's Capital; the new Capital
and lGovernment Buildings at
Denver, Colorado; portraits of the
New Chinesa Minister and ex-
Congressman Whitthorn, success-
or to U. 5. Senator Jackson, of
Tennessee, and other pleasing pie-
tures. A grand May number will
appeare May Sth, inclnding a mag-
nificent double colored supple-
ment.

The May Century.

“Hawthorn's Philosophy™ is the
article which will first catch the
attention of many readers of the
May Cextony, partly becanse his
personality is one of lasting inter-
est, and also for the reason that
his son who writes the paper, has
an intimate philosophical way of
appreciating the elder’s genius. In
the frontispiece portrait, after a
daguerreotype, we have the novel-
ist as he appeared, with eclean
shaven face, in 1548, wkile he was
surveyor in the Salem Custom-
house, With the articles appear,
also, a portrait from a photograph
taken about 1862. Of peculiar lit-
erary interest besides are Clar-
ence King's vivacious aceounnt of
a hunt in Spain for an old barber's
basin, such as is known to readers
of Cervantes as “the Helmet of
Mambrino”; and the third chapter
of “Zweibak; or, Notes of a
fessional Exile.”

The Rev. T. T. Munger, who &
year ago contributed an essay on
“Immortality and Modern
Thought,” writes in this number
with equal suggestivenass of “Evo-
lution and the Faith.”

noalgin, peurlgof fhe Let
ne ne @

and chgr:?t;ic rheumatism, secured
relief in each case, and also in one
most obstinate case, where oth
remedies failed. U. B. Pettijon,
M. D, Indianapolis, Ind.

have & new plot,—

thing will be to demand that a play
shn.lf ahia
Call

couraging tothe force.




